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Author's Notes: 
A/n: Couldn't come up with a better title so | went with the prompt. This is short, but Helena | hope you like 


this and everyone else who reads enjoys it as wellll 


Bam. Bam. Bam bam. 
Fuck 


Danny kept thumping his feet to the rhythm, keeping everything going, even as his mind was flying off 
elsewhere. And his dick was trying to follow, straining at the fly of his jeans with vigor. 


Bams, thumps, bangs, crashes and snashes.. he beat at his kit with fury. What else was he gonna do, whip it 
out on stage? He could They were rockstars, at least to some young and awestruck fans -- rockstars did 
crazy things. But no, their moms still watched their shows when they could and that would just be too much 


to explain at Thanksgiving. 
But, if he could repeat himself, cause it was feeling needed again: fuck 


Could Sam, like, not do that? Or maybe never stop? His wriggling torso and dramatic hairflips were enough to 
make Danny go crazy on a regular day, but these new moves he'd added were really causing a strain on 
Danny's thinly chained consciousness. All he could see when he closed his eyes (or opened them, for that 
matter) was Sam's long, lean legs bend, and then his ass popping low, bouncing like he was sitting on an 


invisible.. yoga ball. 


It was gonna make him do something crazy one of these days. Or not. He wasn't one to act on impulse, or lust, 
no matter how quickly his mind was spiralling. Danny's thoughts would be descending into the dirtiest rooms of 
Hell and yet his body would be sitting perfectly normal and his face relaxed. Maybe it was a good thing. 


But fuck did he want to bend Sam over an ampstack and just have his way with him. Seeing his shapely little 
ass bouncing and grinding, back arched as he squatted down low -- it was making Danny go absolutely crazy. 


He hit the drums even harder, nearly knocking a snare over. Shit. Had anyone noticed, noticed the mishap, or 
his erection? He hoped that no fans were at an angle where they could get a clear shot of his crotch. At least 


his jeans were thick. 


The song faded out and Sam slid over to the keyboard, all smooth and sleek and just a little sweaty. He shot 
Danny a look, excited and almost knowing in a way. It should have made him freeze, but Danny simply grew 


warmer. And harder. 


If he was going to turn up the music loud and invite Sam to "hang out" in his room tonight (in those tiny little 


shorts he called pajamas), well.. only everyone would know. 


